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CHIEF KENAHAN: 5:38 and this is 

Battalion Chief Dennis Kenahan of the Safety 

Battalion of the New York City Fire 

Department. I'm conducting an interview 

with Keith Faccilonga, firefighter first 

grade from Engine 64. 

Q. Go ahead and tell us what you remember 
from September 11th. 

A. I saw the second plane hit the second 
tower on TV. I tried calling my battalion -- I 
tried calling my company -- (inaudible) after the 
second plane hit the towers, I got in my car. I 
called the company and then I called my battalion 
and I called my division, and there was no 
answers. 

I had my firefighting gear at home with 
me and started getting the gear together, 
figuring I was going to come into work. After 
getting all the gear together, I made the phone 
calls again. Still no answer at all three 
places, including 47 Truck, who has their own 
department phone. 

I got in the car and drove down. 


in live nx. I figured I was close enough 
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to get down there, report in to a chief and do 
something. I drove down on the FDR Drive. I was 
about halfway down -- I couldn't tell you where, 
probably in the mid 90s when I saw the first 
tower go down. I saw that from the FDR Drive. 

I had my helmet in the window, and the 
police kept waving me through. I got down there 
pretty quick; I would say less than 15 minutes 
door to door. I parked my car. I pulled -- 
actually on the FDR Drive right around the 
Brooklyn Bridge, there was, I would say, 
thousands and thousands of civilians that were 
walking up in a panic, up the FDR Drive. 

The smoke at that point was so thick 
that I couldn't even see, so I had to back up, 
make a U turn on the FDR Drive and get off, I 
guess underneath the Brooklyn Bridge. Somehow I 
made my way over to Park Row, took one look, 
parked on Fulton Street right next to the 
St. Paul cemetary. 

I got out of my car. TI got my 
firefighting gear on, my bunker gear, helmet and 
everything, no mask. I walked about half a block 


down Church Street and made a left. In front of 
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me was Five World Trade Center with fire showing 
out of just about every single window of Five 
World Trade. The building was fully involved, 
the whole entire building. 

I made a left on Church Street, and I 
continued walking and that's where parts of the 
first building were all over Church Street and 
all in between Four World Trade and Five World 
Trade it was all parts of, I guess Two World 
Trade Center was the first one to collapse. 

I made my way to the corner of Liberty 
and Trinity, and I found a bunch of firemen that 
had come in the same as I did, on their own, on 
their day off and were in the same situation. We 
were going through rigs looking for Scott masks. 
That was the only thing nobody had and the one 
thing that everybody needed. 

220 Engine was parked, it looked like I 
think on the corner of Trinity and Liberty, and 
the truck was there and he was telling me he lost 
his whole company in the first collapse. Soa 
bunch of us got together with a lieutenant 
from -- I don't even know what company. I don't 


remember his name anymore. We told him you're in 
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charge and he was going to lead us in and try to 
find the guys that the truck from 220 was telling 
us were missing. 

We headed down Liberty Street towards 
the quarters of 10 and 10, and we made it just 
about that far. I would say somewhere across 
from 10 and 10 right in the plaza. We were 
making our way across the rubble, and it was real 
slow going. 

We were crawling across the rubble, 
trying to find -- at this point I wasn't sure 
which building had collapsed. I know the area a 
little bit. We were trying to get towards Two 
World Trade Center, which was the building that 
went down already. We didn't know that. So 
we're trying to get in there, thinking that's 
where the guys are. We're thinking -- I'm not 
sure -- we figured we could find the guys. 

So we're walking over there, we heard a 
big roar. Nobody really knew what the roar was 
until the chauffeur from 220 said, "Oh, my God, 
not again." We turned around and started running 
directly up Liberty Street away from the Trade 


Center, running east on Liberty. We crossed 
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Trinity. On the way a couple of guys bailed out 
and went into some of the buildings. Some guys 
hid in Burger King. Myself, I kept running. I 
tripped a couple of times. I got pelted and half 
buried along the way. 

I got over to the corner of Broadway 
and Liberty, and there was a truck company parked 
on that corner. We hid behind the truck, and all 
the stuff came flying by. A couple of guys got 
hit by stuff and hurt by stuff. Even guys that 
were hiding behind the rig were getting hurt. I 
noticed some windows were broken. 

At that point I couldn't breathe 
anymore. But there was an officer. I think he 
was from...I would have to say 20 Truck who 
shared a mask with me. I never found out really 
who it was, but I think it was a lieutenant from 
20. He shared a mask with me. 

After a good couple of minutes of 
pitch-black total darkness, it started to clear 
up a little bit and I could almost breathe again 
and maybe you could see your hand in front of 
your face. I decided to then go back, because on 


my way running away from the building I knew I 
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left guys behind that I really wasn't sure if 
they made it or not. 

I made it back down there toward 10-10 
where I lost guys. The rubble was so deep that 
there was no way we were going to dig something 
up. I mean, everybody knows it was real deep 
rubble, and we heard banging on the doors of 
Burger King. So we went over to Burger King. 
There were a couple guys in there. They thought 
they were buried alive because the dust and dirt 
were so thick on the windows. They couldn't see 
anything. So we pulled the doors open, and there 
were maybe, I would say around five, six, seven 
guys, maybe, came out of there, and they were 
surprised they weren't buried in a couple of feet 
worth of dirt. It was only thick on the windows. 
It made them think they were buried alive in 
there. 

We all got together again and tried to 
make another trip to get in there. As we entered 
the plaza again the second time. Now, stuff that 
had fallen I guess whatever was...there big, hard 
pieces of, I don't know, big pieces that had been 


standing for weeks. Pieces were falling off 
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there and landing and we were kind of worried 
about some landing on us. 

We couldn't pass there on Liberty, so 
we made our way south. I'm not sure if we went 
up Albany or Carlisle. I'm not sure what street 
it was. We went around to the west side, and 
along the way different guys were trying to do 
different things. 

We hooked up with a couple of different 
chiefs, a couple of different lieutenants and 
captains, and different guys would attach 
themselves to those bosses and try to do 
something with them. Because the wind was 
blowing from the west, I thought the best bet was 
to go to the West Side Highway and try to make an 
attack from that side. 

So me and a couple of guys from -- I 
don't remember what squad, but one of the squads, 
we hooked up together and we found an officer. 

We made our way to the West Side Highway, and we 
tried to make a push into the rubble. Actually 
while we were doing it, there were some fires 
that they were putting out. I took some hose 


line straps. We helped stretch some hose lines, 
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helped carry some pieces to the manifolds, some 
gates, stuff like that. We were carrying stuff 
along the way. 

What else? At that point there were 
Civilians up in one of the buildings. I couldn't 
tell you which building it was at the time. He 
was up in one of the buildings that was damaged 
but not knocked down. He was waving to us. We 
kept saying, "What the hell does that guy want?" 
It looked like he wanted to be saved originally, 
but then we realized he was pointing and he saw 
something that we couldn't see. 

So we started walking. He was 
directing us towards the south pedestrian bridge. 
As we got closer to the pedestrian bridge, I saw 
something shiny so I called some guys over, and 
we started making our way towards where the 
pedestrian bridge came to the ground on the east 
side of the West Side Highway. 

Right where the pedestrian bridge met 
the ground, I noticed a bunker coat. So I called 
everybody over, and we started digging frantic. 
Then we realized we found somebody for sure. We 


started finding that it was his whole entire 
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bunker coat and his hand was still in the bunker 
coat. 

We were digging, and there was no 
response from whoever was buried. We got him 
buried out as much as we could, but there were 
three motorcycles that were pinned on him. It 
looked like a river of debris had come in. He 
had hid under the pedestrian bridge at the point 
by the ground where it meets the ground. He hid 
there I guess when the building collapsed. I'm 
not sure which one. At this point we didn't know 
who it was. Now I do know it was a chauffeur 
from 65 Engine, and we didn't know until we got 
him out of there, and I'll continue telling you 
how we got him out. 

So he hid under the bridge where the 
forty-five meets the ground, and he got dirt from 
both sides of the bridge. Stuff just came 
running like a river and just buried him. There 
were three motorcycles that had toppled over, and 
they were pretty much pinning him to the ground 
even after we dug him out. 

So myself and one other guy got as 


close as we could to the chauffeur. We grabbed a 


K. FACCILONGA 141 


hold of the motorcycles. He finally came to and 
he finally was talking to us. He told us he was 
the chauffeur from 65. He didn't Know how long 
he was out. He was unconscious. He doesn't 
remember anything other than running and hiding 
under there and then waking up. I think he was 
out for at least an hour or two by the time we 
made our way to him. It might have been more. 
I'm not sure. 

I was the closest one to him and I told 
him we were going to try to get him out of there. 
We picked up the motorcycles as much as we could, 
but it still wasn't enough. We got some more 
guys over. 

There was some fire in the rubble pile 
that was getting pretty intense, and the heat was 
a lot for us. So they stretched more line to put 
out the fire while we tried to get him out. We 
got a back board in there, and somebody counted 
to three. On the count of three, about three or 
four of us picked up the motorcycle as high was 
we could. While another two, three guys pulled 
him out of the pile. He was still pinned. I 


think his leg was pinned in the pile. 
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So then I crawled underneath and tried 
to find out where he was pinned, his leg was 
stuck at. Probably his bunker gear was stuck 
under the motorcycles. So then we kind of 
finagled his legs. He was really tough. It was 
pinned pretty bad. The only thing we could think 
of was to pull him out. We got him free of what 
he was pinned under. We got a whole bunch more 
guys, maybe about five or six guys, to try and 
pick the motorcycles up on the count of three. I 
counted to three this time, and I told the 
chauffeur that we were going to pull him out on 
three. He was counting down and he was still 
pinned. I couldn't see where he was pinned. So 
we said we were going to do it and if it was too 
much, he was supposed to scream and let us know. 
On the count of three we picked up the bikes, and 
the guys pulled him out. They threw him on the 
board, and they got him out. 

Let's see. After that I took a break 
for a couple of minutes. I got some water. I 
went and scavenged some equipment off of some 
rigs. I got a halogen, and I found a Scott pack 


off one of the rescue rigs that was parked right 
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there, very close to the pedestrian bridge where 
Liberty meets the West Side Highway. 

I got one of the Scott packs, and I put 
that on. Pretty much for the next couple hours 
we were inside the rubble pile, mostly from the 
west side. Since, like I said before, the wind 
was blowing towards the east, and it was a lot 
clearer coming in from the West Side Highway 
going toward Battery Park. 

I concentrated my efforts towards One 
World Trade Center and Two World Trade Center. 
On and off during the day I hooked up with 
numerous firefighters and officers from 
lieutenants all the way up to battalion chiefs. 
We would hook up with teams and work as much as 
we could until somebody needed a blow and then 
they'd go take their own break and come back 
whenever they were ready and then hook up with 
another group or the same group. It pretty much 
went on like that until around 5:00. Let's see, 
it was around 3:00 I decided to take a break, and 
I made my way back towards -- I headed towards 
the command post set up on Broadway somewhere 


near Park Row. So I was pretty much spent at 
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that point. 

So I made my way over to Park Row where 
there was a command center where there were 
companies coming in. It was City Hall Park where 
I guess it was kind of a meeting point where 
people were coming in. I saw people coming in 
from "the Rock" I guess they sent their chauffeur 
school, that type of thing. They were all 
showing up there. 

Checking in and I saw 47 Truck there, 
which is the truck that's in with the engine I'm 
assigned to. So I went over there and I reported 
to that officer who was Lieutenant Lowney. So I 
reported to him. I told him that I was going to 
be attached to him for the day. He's just about 
to sign in, I guess, and he was going to give my 
name. So I figured I would stay with them for 
the rest of the day. That was somewhere between 
2 or 3:00. 

At that point some fireman and some 
police were scavenging stuff from a hardware 
store, from a pharmacy for drops. My eyes were 
shot. I couldn't see anymore. We were putting 


drops in our eyes. We got some tools. 
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We finally got an assignment. We got 
on the rig maybe around 3:00 and drove around to 
see what was going on over by Six World Trade and 
make our way towards the rubble from that end. 

We were doing that for about two hours. Pretty 
much we couldn't get past the rig. So we carried 
as much food as we could. We made our way to the 
pile again. We were doing searches. Not much 
found. It was rough going. 

At that point I was having trouble 
breathing. I couldn't even walk 20 or 30 yards 
without help. So they put me in an ambulance, 
gave me oxygen and they were talking about 
intubating me and they sent me off to 
St. Claire's Hospital. I stayed there pretty 
much through the night. 

I got out of the hospital. That night 
I stayed at a friend's house in Manhattan. I 
came back down around 9:00 in the morning to get 
my car. My car was on Fulton Street. I got my 
car and went back up to the Bronx. I was 
supposed to be working that day and pretty much 
the rest was all responding with 64 Engine after 


that. You know after the first day. 
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So I guess pretty much that's my story. 
That's about it. 
Q. Okay. Thanks a lot. 
CHIEF KENAHAN: The time now is 6:05 


p.m. This concludes this interview. 


